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room for a quarter of an hour when the door opened and
my mistress came in, not in negligee^ but dressed as she
had been all the evening. It was an evil augury.
cTell me/ she said shortly, 'if I am to agree to this
marriage?5
'Do you like him?'
'I don't dislike him.3
'Then agree.3
'Very well and good-bye. From this moment love between
us ceases and friendship begins. Adieu.'
'Let our friendship date from to-morrow.'
'No, not if I die for it! If I am to be the bride of an*
other, I will be worthy of him. I might even be happy in
the days to come, who knows? Don't keep me, let me go—"
you know I love you.*
'Kiss me, then.'
'No.'
'But you are crying?'
'No. In God's name let me go.3
'You will only go and cry in your own room. I am m
despair. Stay, and I will be your husband.'
'No, I can't consent to that—now.'
She made an immense effort and tore herself away. I
could not sleep for remorse and shame.
I stayed to dinner next day, but I pretended, as I often
did, to have toothache when I wished to be let alone. She
never spoke to me, she never looked at me, and I know now
she was right.
It was a very long dinner, and after it was over Mile,
de la Meure announced her marriage, in eight days, and her
departure for Dunkirk.
I don't know why I did not fall down dead, but I went
back to Paris and wrote her a passionate love-letter. She
begged me, in her answer, not to write to her any more.
Then I thought she must have fallen in love with the mer-
chant, and longed to kill him. I thought I would go and see
him at his lodgings, tell him of my relations with his

